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had a fayre topsale gale, which caryed us cleare off the harbought
and the barre, without receiving any domage from the enemie,
which shot franckly [i.e. freely] at us a long time, never hitting
any one hull but one of our Flemings, a great hulck which was as
fair a marck as a church; which winde lasted not long, nor found
wee the like in seven weekes after.
Thus being delivered from the hands of our enemies, having
in our companies, of English, French, and Dutch, the number of
fifteene sayles, laden all deep with their commodities, the generall
commaunded the whole fleet to bear for Peren-Jew, where hee
determined to water and to take such other provision as we
could there gette; sending the little Frenchman of Deepe (which
sayled well) to purvaie what hee could for us. With this place we
fel about the midst of night. Our generall, comming to ancour in
the offine, put out his lightes, that they might be therby adver-
tised what to doe. Yet notwithstanding, some put into the
harbought, others overshotte it, and wee in the admyrall, ryding
a foule and most bitter rough1, were faine to shift for ourselves
and put into the sea, where wee lost our fleet and never met
them after until our aryvall in the Downes; where it was sayde
unto our generall (to his and all our comforts) that the Salomon,
with one Flemish hulck, was come unto London; the Perygrine,
the Welcome, with their pynace and one other hulck laden, were
at Plimmouth; and one of the Spanish shippes, which we laded
for our owne use, arrived at Breast in Brittaine [Brittany]; the
other, by mischance comming foule of another shippe, was
broken down to the water, which our men left in the sea. The
Frenchmen, with their five shippes, are (as wee heare) all
arryved in safetie. Our shippe, with the Virgine and one other
hulck, being the last that came home, whose long stay made our
freindes greatly to doubt of our well dooings. But prayse to
His holie name, that hath so preserved us all and sent us with
such happie fortune amongst our freinds, with no great losse;
though some we had. Amongst which that lost their lives and
most lamented was Captaine Venard [Venner], whome we
buryed royally in the cuntry; the other our master chi[r]urgion,
Randall Starkey, a man of singuler skil and as good government
as may be required; who (of the disease called the flux) dyed and
1 A spell of stormy weather.